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pong 


PONG 


pong head bungs 

with industrial passion 

a cloud striped of gold blue red 

in dice faced collusion his fuckedness 
verges towards fusion and fission 


(aka spiritualism or bogosity) 
finding no sun but a model moon 
over mongolia darwinia antedeluvia 
whispering: conga mango conga mango 
knowing that friendship seven-like 
we are not alone 


by Bob All 


pong 


pong blip blip bl 


isat 


Lip 


monovisioned harbinger of forever and ever 
where we will flash gordon 


at the speed of 
into the unending 
pong blip blip bl 


light and beyond 


lip 


venturing forth only to discover 


how shallow 
pong blip bl 


small 
lip bl 


anthem of an era 
mind manifestation planet infestation 
total domination 
blip blip blip 
pong pong pong 


L tiny empty puny and dumb we be 
Lip 
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head 


dud 
dund 
fuck 
shit 
pric 
give 
get 
far 
mass 
hone 
mult 
nut 
blue 


sat PONG 


head can bore harvest green off a rec room wall 

er head jive talking like a hippopotomal sales creep 
head fishing night and day on avocado green lake 
head seeks reticulation through avocado yellow ops 
k head aids digestion munching lime green barbecues 
n head throws peanuts off a lime yellow bridge 

head while hopping out of olive green underwear 

head in a kiwi painted sail boat 

ive head delivers watermelon in a pork suit 

head of a line grafted to a sack of yellow beans 

i headed house of green beans 

head poet describing a bunch of carrots as happy toads 
head above a spring field of flowers gasping doom 


bungs 


Plaster sun sets on plywood sky framed 

in plastic trees reflected in tin foil waters 
imagined by a polyester mind 

affixed to a polyurathaned body 

moving about in an epoxy graphite world 
populated by non-entity A.I. cog entities 
hurtling through a vector generated universe 
but only as long as the batteries last 

or until the plug is pulled 

- which is to say - 

the descent of the fiery scarlet orb 

in opalescent firmament momentarily cloaks 
in a canopy of verdant green 

to blaze into lake unrippled mirror 
consumed by visions of ephemeral mortality 
as unending streams of humanity 

follow the cosmic celeste 

to the ends of time 

- or - dusk forest lake world space 
conclusion 

yup 


Bob Allisat PONG 


with 
with one comes many 
with two often none 
with three there are problems 
with four some 
with five I have no worries 
with six we seek solace 
with seven or twenty-eight I don't really know 
industrial 


Stinking water mercury laced culvert 

rushes grow among a hundred and twenty eight tires 

broken glass rotting leaves WD40 and STP containers 

one drum disgorging some stuff that makes it hurt behind my eyes 
moss rotten with dead polywogs and gasoline 

rain dark etched battery acid in deep truck track ruts 

broken beer bottles all still in their two four carton 


passion 


morning lightens 
most subtle gradient 
from white to black 
transgressing 
corporeality 

Silver blue 

rising crest 

rain and star 

green under earth 
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a 
a 
a 


day 


recalling 
time piece 


PONG 


call me a bird 

or describe me as a fish 

a shoe on the ground 

a jump outside of here 

where in a longhouse made of aluminiun 
they are involved in a dream 
conspiring to create a galaxy 

from the disected body of a centipede 
removed as the cause of a famine 


despite a disortion 


involving a colourization 
made by a jack rabbit 
who consumes a sky 


a 


ooo o 


death 
place 
time 
word 


sweet fuck all 


cloud 


molton air spumes anthraxazoidal rains 
blighting all and all and all 

with the exception of 

the architects of the wallmart empire 
who sit under fiery pagodas 

eating their polyvinylchloride taby boys 
dunching mown bubber roots 

feoderant boam facked math bats 

teel sbelted tadial rires 

eemingly simmune throm fe feadly dallout 
laying loud lusic land paughing mouder 
inin ramaniacally mandom outervals 
whilst clistening to omedy balbums 
blayed packwards 

at thirty three and a third 

revolutions 

per 

minute 

I might have fucking known 
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striped 


Slung low to the ground emmiting 

existentially out of control 

nonsensic whirlygigs 

who parapsychotically spin down spit down 

galagic digibombs on space invaders 

Swarming that purse clutching caucasian subway victum 

perpetrators nationwide dream about and mass mediators 

panearthic broadcast the pathetic face of 

superimposed starkly upon zebraphobic racialist symbolisms 

including but not limited to the one and only 

Martin Luther Malcolm X John and Robert Kennedy King 

hero of countless crummy motorcade restaurant kitchen assembly hall motel 
slung low to the sky high to the world balconies 
immitting sub spectral transmissions of at many levels of meaninglessness 
that even a skilled mental patient sits 

scratching his/her head wondering aloud in a voice 

similar to someone else: 


AM I DREAMING? and 
IS THIS FOR REAL? 


of 


the individual who missed the millenium 

asking them all what world they were on 

not know why only realizing when 

is the right question to ask 

if authorities inquire about how the clabber died 
which old tree the mundge hit 

and whose bloody huge gazzonga it was 

as the crowd below sings na-na na na 

na na na-na hey hey hey go-od-bye 
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gold 


puke writhe disgorge 

the contents of an existance 

onto the steaming pile of putrid filth 

that is a world of rather continuos disaster 


blue 


about things in in the sky 

Streaking across trailing luminous 
So gentle that they form into shapes 
vanishing only to reform 

high overhead without a motion 
splitting into fear and fearlessness 
slaking a dry ground into spikes 
carrying away down 

that which will be returned 

a refuge only in dreams 

cast unto realms 

extended deep mute infinite 


red 
red is the colour of daisies 

red is the colour of the lamb 
red is the colour of cannibus 
red is the colour of my flag 

red is the colour of birth 

red is the colour of futurism 
red is the colour of execution 
red is the colour of salt 

red is the colour of poutine 

red is the colour of cowardice 
red is the colour of gangsters 
red is the colour of Saint Cecil 
red is the colour of mountains 
red is the colour of jungle 

red is the colour of everything 
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in 


what way exactly do we differ from one another 

the same way that two grains of sand differ 

that we are identical from a distance of some light years 
So far as we are absolutely invisible 

a closer approach there are enormous variances 

not all circumstances attributable to chance 

or the action of random environs 

ways that are unknown and unknowing 

we are all regardless linked together 

Some inexplicable relationship described as life 


dice 


following the leader 

into the void 

of semi-permiable mebranes 

Soon to be torn asunder by the merest of salts 
allowing life to seep into life and death 
redeeming nothing 

redefining only confusion 

winking a rectal eye to the porcine capacity 
of great geniuses to regard themselves 

as somehow above it all 

floating high 

while all along all around all under 
there is laughter and disdain 

mockery and mimicry 

Snickers and much nyuk-nyuking 

indeed never-the-less regardless 

hear hear so to speak 

blah blah blah 

bloody bullshit 

blah blah blah 

bloody bullshit 

blah blah blah 

bloody blah blah blah 
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faced 


faced with life's emmensity 

it is important to understand 

one stands, survives, lives 
directly upon and off of the backs of 
people 

primates 

mamals of all kinds 

reptiles 

amphibians 

insects 

monocellular creatures 

plants 

and without them we die 

faced with these facts 

why are we killing off 

as many of these supporting existances 
as quickly as possible? 

I can only attribute this 

to the core attribute of humanity 
we are suicidal 

genocidal 

specicidal 


collusion 


who? 
How the hell do I know! 


his 


hers theirs ours its 

whenever there over sometime 

so that it really could be so 

even if we all knew it may not have been 
still it's the everlasting impression 
that lingers somewhat 

so far and so good 
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füg 


fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fue 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 
fuc 


Ked 


ked 


ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
Ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
Ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 
ked 


ness 


bone 


kdeath 


god 
junkie 
fest 
oil 
rub 
button 
vermin 
patrol 
central 
nubs 
high 
naked 
slit 
knob 
god 
flower 
farm 


ked 


ness 


pureness 


purebone 
puredeath 
puregod 
purejunkie 
purefest 
pureoil 
purerub 
purebutton 
purevermin 
purepatrol 
purecentral 
purenubs 
purehigh 
purenaked 
pureslit 
pureknob 
puregod 
pureflower 
purefarm 
pureness 
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reamness 


reambone 
reamdeath 
reamgod 
reamjunkie 
reamfest 
reamoil 
reamrub 
reambutton 
reamvermin 
reampatrol 
reamcentral 
reamnubs 
reamhigh 
reamnaked 
reamslit 
reamknob 
reamgod 
reamflower 
reamfarm 
reamness 


Lemonness 


Lemonbone 
lemondeath 
lemongod 
lemonjunkie 
lemonfest 
lemonoil 
lemonrub 
lemonbutton 
lemonvermin 
lemonpatrol 
lemoncentral 
lemonnubs 
lemonhigh 


lemonnaked 


lemonslit 
Lemonknob 
lemongod 
lemonflower 
lemonfarm 


Lemonness 
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ar 


ar. 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
au 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
ar 
AL. 
ar 
eu 
ar 
ar 
ar 


kbutton 
kvermin 
kpatrol 
kcentral 
knubs 
khigh 

K. 
K 
K 


kgod 
kflower 
kfarm 
kness 
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verges 


truck bus car car car truck 

red car green car rusty car 

big truck cube van station wagon 
truck car car car car 

tractor trailer dump truck 

car car car car car car 


towards 


rolling down down down 
reeling sun grass sky 
sun grass sky reeling 
reeling sun grass sky 
rolling down down down 
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fusion 


rollin 
over a 
jumpin 
quickl 
going 

going 

over a 
over a 
there 

it all 
even t 
it's x 
again 

blue b 
the co 
green 

and if 
you co 


and 


and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
and 
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g and rolling and reeling 

nd over and end over end 

g and skipping and laughing 

y slowly happily 

over and going under 

around and going out 

nd over and over again 

nd over 

is just the slightest bit of sense 
Seems to make 

hough we are quite convinced 

ll absurd absurd absurd 

and again and again 

lue blue blue 

lours of the rainbow are 

green green 

there's a pot at the end of it 

uld have told me so 


what exactly 

therefore 

So on and so forth 

in the first place 
often they mock me 

what kind of city has honking geese flying over it? 
and more often I mock them 
goodness it's hot 

isn't she gorgeous 
wouldn't you say 

where the hell have you 
then she started to 

if that wasn't 

if I only 

the lived 

I 

you 

then 

all 

no was the answer 

Peter and Steve 

high and low 

far and near 

that is that 
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fission 


rocking and rocking and holding 

all in all in all in effect 

slipping and sliding and swallowing 
flatly forlornly sorrowfully 

making up and making apologies 

forcing oneself to smile and be friendly 
So that it all comes out phoney as shit 
when all one can do is look up 

at the circle of sky 

which seems to lift you up 

place you down 

cast them all aside 

though I have to admit 

it all hurts like hell 

black black black hell 

hurts hurts so much hurts 

just to know 

to know what is coming 

and not to be able to do anything about it 


aka 

Duke Zulu Klango 
Crusher Vince Red 

Goldie Ed Slim 

Hoola Goofball Carrot top 
Jigger Kingo Piggie 
William Uglyface Four eyes 
Loverboy Animal Ice 
Quicksilver Wierdo Butcher 
X-man Butch Yikes 

Fool Goldilocks Iggie 

Sam Jullius Baldie 
Oliver Nothing Loonie 
Ratface Copper Yellowhead 
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Bruce 
Paul 
Mix 
Blade 
Wolf 
Bert 

Ed 
Connie 
Upside 
Fower 
Numbers 
Creeps 
Sleeper 
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Spiritualism 
there is a church at the end of the street 
there is a priest or a pastor or a minister or something 
who stands there on the steps well wishing them all 
as they leave on sundays 
they go home 
they go shopping 
they go away 
who stands on the steps 
and then goes away 
there is another church in every skull 


and unbelievers incredulous flock there 
engaging spectacles for the believer in themsleves 
to a god in every skull in every world 

a hollowness in every fullness 

a loss to every holiness 

a crush for the can of our lies 

an obliteration for the faded and forgotten 
also awaiting the great and memorable 

in the end there's no damned differance 

there is no church on any street 

nobody standing there waiting to say good bye 
there is only mortal emptiness or a universe 
and something aproaching the unexpressible 


What? 
T. didn't follow 


There's no way I forgot 
It would be more reasonable 


to assume he remembered 


and even if it was the truth 


there is no way to confirm or deny the allegations 
except to resort to equally dubious logic 
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bogosity 


policitcal windbags unfold the same piece of paper 
to deliver it again and again to new faces 

who, unknowing, take it to be unorchestrated 
unplanned and spontaneous and newly hatched 
refolding the paper back into the suit pocket 

to plod on to another house or assembly or something 
while the nights get cooler and the leaves fall 

the rains carrying off the colours of all those damned posters 
all the fuck over the place 

I cannot think of anything more ingenuous 

except for there being so many of these liars 


finding 


there to be truth in the world 

I can sometimes see it is not all lost 

in between the dread the unending vastness slips 
carrying me away and away and then some 


no 


no means fucking nothing 
no means kicked teeth 
and broken bones 
protruding 
from skin 
no means fucking nothing 
no means rock machine hard 
and crushed lives 

erupting pustulous 

from childhood's 

Sweet gentle faithholding 
no means fucking death 
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sun 


a burning thing 
burning burning 

a burning thing 
much further away 
burning burning 
turn and turn away 
burning burning 
notice how hot 

a burning thing 
burning burning 
and yet life 


but 


to progress development and humanity 

would that were a fish or a frog 

ulcerations sixteen appendages 

cankers all over eyes growing on the inside of my mouth 
would that were the two headed lassie 

dying within moments of birth 

not knowing even which way was this way or that way 
would that were the extinct and extirpated 

so could know what it will feel like 

feel what it will be like to become that 

would that were a god or gods 

and in so being understand 

realize 

consume 

inviegh 

rototrobe 

would all that 

and I would 


w 


sweet fuck all 

word 

time 

place 

death 

who consumes a sky 

made by a jack rabbit 
involving a colourization 
despite a disortion 
removed as the cause of a famine 

from the disected body of a centipede 
conspiring to create a galaxy 

they are involved in a dream 

where in a longhouse made of aluminiun 
a jump outside of here 

a shoe on the ground 

or describe me as a fish 

call me a bird 

a time piece 

a recalling 

a day 


Mpp 
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model 


testing d 

testing 1 

the trigger is pulled 

So they can watch the bullet fly 
testing yellow 

where are the reasons for all this? 


moon 


you Silly moon 

you funny moon 

you hammy hamster moon 
you wonky moon 

you barren moon 

you foolish moon 

you rambunctious moon 
you bing bang moon 

you Debussy moon 

you Blue Danube moon 
you corn husker moon 
you Halloween moon 

you golden moon 

you man on the moon 
you woman on the moon 
you mam and woman on the moon 
you baby making on the moon 
you playful moon 

you goofy moon 

you willing moon 

you reluctant moon 

you endless moon 

you quiet moon 

you swallow the moon 


over 


pull and push the red rope 

dragging a huge block of something 
thousands of anonymous person hours 
dedicated to more and faster and higher 
when we disassemble it all 

in our imaginations 

followed closely by actually taking our 
crowbars and pick axes and sledge hammers 
to the ideas and ideologies 

the edifices and monuments 

all of which draw their strength 

from one and the same thing 
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mongolia 


hopeless fruit 
mangled ape 
dubious thinker 
mighty boner 

red headed beauty 
Seamless divide 
none of the above 


darwinia 


bountiful stupidty 
ceaseless turgidity 
useful distinctions 
huge divide 

bland outrageousness 
bigger problems 

all of the above 


antedeluvia 


wondrous vapour 
glorious brain juice 
heinous crime 
sensational story 
dreamy eyes 

loop de loop 

some of the above 
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whispering 


block headed nincompoop of a spazz 

ripping holes in the ionosphere 

with his hands like some freaking superhero 
even though mortality grips him 

watching television late into the night 
it's blue flashing light on the wall 

the only indication of intelligent life 


conga mango (one) 


mumble tango of twelve islands seen high minus nothing divided by 
thirteen truth was ninteen vibrations in antarctic mugginess of fifty 
nude sun bathers of marble swirling around nine coniferous fire hy- 
drants yellow and purple in the tumbling strawberry year we watusied 
quite reckoning that diving under cumulous clouds was too dubious 
even for a kumquat lifting calender beetle barns for fun and profit 
for we were young and we were forever inhaling hellium then ozygen 
now hydrogen knowing that presumptuos cerebellum stalked the 
dromedarian pseudo minataur always recording a) platinum b) baltimore 
orioles of c) golden d) red headed woodpecker e) time as f) silver g) 
kingfishers drive their h) winnibagos of i) meaninglessness to there. 


conga mango (two) 


Finally, where we were when are is 1l. yes and 2. no tick tock love 
oil passion clocks freeze in jump cables of trademarked orange juice 
over the fact that we are just bracketed positrons not weed whackers 
nor nocturnal starburst creatures who refrigerator momba into lamp- 
Shades of multicolored achronality the maddening avatar advent can- 
dels bringing pacifism of love's electricity to leapfrog along outer 
willows of space all multiplexing chaos into other hebephrenic inven- 
tions which electroshock beyond boredom over time clothed in strictly 
nitroglycerinic natural bogosity boom-booming away among loving halo- 
gen boobs bouncing onto tommorrow's prick reckoned in tungston balls 
by pussy dandilions thereafter reffered to as some sort of divine 
trillium gods to pitcher plant viral lemon saints by venus fly trap 
limelight demi-gods all of us gazing the tarantula oranges starting 
to sophomoric parrot each octogonal wisdom bellow grunt and extinc- 
tion a parabaloidal dinosaur forming spheric queens of anabaptist an- 
ticubism wraps by technological phreno-insanity never balancing the 
dangling spelling bee of orangutangal spa cureahollics who pole vault 
to marathon which collapses in a friendly manner only to allow it's 
vladavostok-like reconnection. In a word - maybe. 
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knowing 


not knowing being 
not being 
swiming 

not swimming 
flying 

not flying 
drifting 

not drifting 
fucking 

not fucking 
wandering 

not wandering 
living 

not living 
being 

not being 
undulating 

not undulating 
ending 

not ending 
enshrining 

not enshrining 


that 
one over there, under t 
Him. Yes. 


case. 
The shapely one. With t 
the long luscious legs. 
between her shoulders. 


that's the one. 
black shirt and the yellow pants. 
Right beside the woman in the miniskirt. No, 
he lovely breasts and the gorgeous hips and 
With one of those tiny backpacks that hangs 


PONG 


nee stockings, 


2al 


he sycamore tree is who I meant. No not her. 
With the checkered jacket. Wearing the 
Carrying the big samsonite suit- 


not the fat one. 


black. Talking to the blind 


old fellow with the black dog. Which is sitting there patient or 


bored. All of them in t 
in the ground 


he crowd standing over the chasm about to open 
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friendship seven-like 


red rover 

red rover 
calling 

all humanoids 
over 
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we 


we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 
we 


are 


are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 
are 


not 


not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 


alone 


a pigeon 
together 

here or there 
nowhere somewhe 
everything 
nothing 
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re everywhere 
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zeros but we are working to set it all back to zero again 


infinity because that is more than we are capable of 


mortal or immortal due to the fact we invented the concepts 


dogs or cats 
even gods 
numbers 

names no matter 


Skin despite the fact that it is incredibly sexy 
brains even if we have several scattered about our bodies 
sane while it may look like it 


insane though t 
red robins who 


what 


his is a definite possibility 
survive and even thrive 


blue birds now making a comeback 


passenger pigeons in so many ways 


not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 
not 


reptiles with t 
amphibians soft 
protozoa teemin 
insects the tru 
flowers of any 
fungi orange fo 
mushrooms magic 
trees driven in 
the wind on a s 
the stars in th 


heir strange worlds 
in dewy kingdoms 
g always teeming 
e conquering heros of all ages 
kind carniverous or otherwise 
aming from black decay 
or otherwise 
a storm 
pring morning 
e proverbial night sky 


the sun or the moon 


a lot of things 
alone 


but for sure 


a FFE 


* I wrote this work in the spring of 1998 in order to explore the 
capabilities of the medium and to force myself to write an unthemed 
series based on the words of one piece. It was a brutal excercise, 
consuming many hundreds of hours of revisions and additions, deletion 
and restructuring. If you are lazy and your equipment allows it, each 
writing will move you to the next at 66 second intervals finally 
stopping here. I enjoyed the pressure of having to write so much. I 
didn't set myself any sort of deadline. I started as the last snow 
fell and anticipate completion as summer puffs up full. I am already 
contemplating the next work. I wonder when I will, if ever, return to 
the various long, prosaic works that lie unfinished. I also have a 
feeling that the computer assisted writing does no lend itself in my 
psyche to length. I cannot seem to get a grasp of the entirely of 
writing scrolling through screens. Which may go far to explain my 
concentration in episodic writing, in "island" works. This page stops 
the cycling. If you want to return to the begining click on the dot. 


** Original words were issued on the 1998 World Wide Web as an html 
poem. Clicking on any word in the first poem, PONG, would link to the 
poem with that word as a title. Also cool was an auto-forward feature 
that scrolled through all the poems at variable intervals. To the 
best of my knowledge no-one (or extremely few humans) ever experi- 
enced these works (or this work?). Published (including all spelling 
errors, whether intentional or not) for the first (and probably 
last!) time in print form in 2024 by author Bob Allisat. 
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